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Enter mathew
mat. Save you, sir; save you, captain!
bob. Gentle master Mathew! Is it you, sir? Please you to sit
down.
mat. Thank you, good captain; you may see I am somewhat
audacious.
bob. Not so, sir. I was requested to supper last night by a sort
of gallants, where you were wished for, and drunk to, I assure
you.
mat. Vouchsafe me, by whom, good captain?
bob. Marry, by young Wellbred, and others.—Why, hostess, a
stool here for this gentleman.
mat. No haste, sir, 'tis very well.
bob. Body o3 me! it was so late ere we parted last night, I can
scarce open my eyes yet; I was but new risen, as you came;
how passes the day abroad, sir? you can tell
mat. Faith, some half hour to seven; Now, trust me, you have
an exceeding fine lodging here, very neat, and private.
bob. Ay, sir: sit down, I pray you. Master Mathew, in any case
possess no gentlemen of our acquaintance with notice of my
lodging.
MAT. Who? I, sir? no.
bob. Not that I need to care who know it, for the cabin is con-
venient; but in regard I would not be too popular, and generally
visited, as some are.
mat. True, captain, I conceive you.
bob. So, so; it's the fashion gentlemen now use.
mat. Troth, captain, and now you speak of the fashion, master
Wellbred's elder brother and I are fallen out exceedingly: this
other day, I happened to enter into some discourse of a hanger,
which, I assure you, both for fashion and workmanship, was
most peremptory beautiful and gentlemanlike: yet he con-
demned, and cried it down for the most pied and ridiculous
that ever he saw.
bob. Squire Downright, the half-brother, was't not?

